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I have never had a meal at the famous Swan Hotel, but
my book of the Club des Sans-Club tells me that it has been
good enough in the past for D'Artagnan, Flaubert,
Maupassant, and La Pompadour, so I feel that I shall be
in the company of some distinguished shades.

The Club des Sans-Club is most useful. You can buy a
book each year for 20 francs, and it tells you all the best
hotels and restaurants in France. You write your name
on a card on the cover of the book, and you are a
member. Any time that you go to a restaurant, proudly
show your book, and you will have the best attention at
the lowest prices. For if you report to the Club head-
quarters in Paris any place on its list for irregularity,
and your claim is substantiated, the place gets a bad
mark.

Yesterday I motored down to Amiens and district.
The reborn "devastated areas" round Saint-Quentin
Cambrai, and Arras look like a series of rather pathetic
dolls' villages, all perched up on hills.

And Amiens is now a quietly prosperous provincial
city, not that whirling kaleidoscope of humanity as
known by those who were in the Somme battles, who
would look upon the Rue des Trois Cailloux as though it
were Bond Street. The Salles Godbert, where more
champagne was drunk than in any place during the war,
seemed just peopled with ghosts, a shadow of its former
self.

The patron's daughter inquired of former habitues.
"Le majeur Orpen?" she asked. When I told her that he
was dead she sat in a corner for a long time, nodding her
head slowly. "Orps," as Sk William Orpen was always
known, was a great character in Amiens. But I was able
to tell her that his friend "Tuppenny'* Lee was flourishing.